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The hand on Julian's neck slid upwards until two strong fingers tightened on his earlobe, pulling him out of the 
booth and toward the back of the darkened bar. He whimpered softly, a familiar pit forming in his stomach as 
he followed Jack, his head tipped down to avoid the curious glances of the few onlookers who could see them. 
He wondered what they'd think, a grown man being pulled by his fucking ear toward the restroom by another 
(albeit taller and obviously stronger) grown man.. He closed his eyes for a second, opening them just in time to 
avoid bumping into a woman carrying a tray of ice water. He pinkened and then grimaced when Jack's hold on 
his ear tightened further and he heard him growl into his ear, "Watch where you're fucking going, boy." Julian 
nodded obediently and allowed himself to be pulled into the restroom. 


Jack checked the stalls and, upon realizing that no one else was in the room, pushed Julian into the furthest 


stall from the door. The man nearly tripped over his own two feet from the force behind the push, but he 
managed to right himself before he fell. He kept his head low, wondering what he'd done that had caused Jack 
to do that.. He hadn't been pulled along by his ear since he was a kid, for god's sake! All he'd done was slip a 
hand into Jack's lap under the table to tease him a bit; surely that didn't deserve being pulled by the ear into 


the bathroom for a lecture on how he was the submissive. 


Deft fingers slid under his chin, tilting it up to look Jack in the face. Instead of the upset expression Jack had 
worn out in the booth, he now had a wicked grin on his face. His other hand dropped to start working at the 
belt around Julian's waist as he said, his voice low, "You're such a little slut for me that you couldn't wait, 
could you? Couldn't wait to have my cock deep in your tight little ass, huh? Couldn't wait to suck me off or be 
over my lap? Couldn't wait until we got home and I'd have let you have all you wanted and a thousand times 


more?" 


Julian gasped as Jack's hand dove down into the denim that sat low on his hips, calloused fingers finding his 
arousal and wrapping tight around it. "Couldn't wait for me to take care of this for you?" Jack growled right 
into Julian's ear as he gave him a quick jerk. Julian whimpered and slid his hands around Jack's waist, feeling 
the muscle beneath his skin and clothing, before Jack pulled his hands away and wrapped them around Julian's 
wrists, pinning them hard against the wall. "Did | say you could fucking do that?" 


Wide eyes met Jack's and Julian shook his head, not knowing what to say. Because of his lack of a response, 
Jack smirked and hissed, "Didn't think so, slut." He released Julian's hands and stepped back, but just barely. 
"Drop your pants and bend over the toilet, hands on the wall, legs spread as wide as you can" Oh, fucking hell. 
Julian could hardly believe that Jack meant to fuck him with no prep in a seedy bar bathroom, still clothed 
with his pants around his ankles, but when he didn't immediately move, a hand cracked across his cheek, 
leaving a stinging red print. "Fucking do it or you won't come tonight, whore!" Whimpering, Julian shut his eyes 
and obediently moved to stand in front of the toilet before he dropped his pants to his ankles and bent over at 


the waist. He put his hands on the concrete wall, holding himself up, and waited. 


As hard on him as Jack was being, Julian knew why he was doing it.. He'd always been humiliated whenever 
Jack touched him in public, whenever Jack called him a whore or a slut, or when Jack treated him like one, but 
it was the good kind of humiliation It was the kind that turned him into a mewling little fucktoy for his Master, 
the kind that would make him do anything as long as he got to come and feel Jack come, too. Hell, Julian could 
still remember the time that Jack had pushed him to his knees behind a grocery store and fucked his mouth, 
eventually coming on his cheeks. Yes, he'd been humiliated, particularly when Jack had wiped his come off with 
napkin like a mother wiping ice cream off a child's cheek, but he'd also been horny as all hell when they finally 
got home and Jack started to touch him. 


Oh fuck and there were Jack's fingers on his entrance, insistently pushing inside him. Julian's fingers splayed 
against the concrete as he moaned, Jack's fingers prepping him quickly and roughly, with just enough lube to 
keep the fucking on this side of painful. A sharp slap to Julian's ass quieted him and he bit down hard on his lip 
to keep from making any more sounds. The fingers slid out of him and were replaced by a thick length, shoving 
fast and hard inside him. "Like that, slut? Like feeling me fuck you in a bar bathroom like a little fucking whore 


| picked up on the corner? Is this what you wanted when you fucking touched me in the bar?" Jack hissed, not 


bothering to wait before finding a brutal rhythm that could probably have torn Julian in half if he hadnt 
pulled the strokes at the last minute and if the young man hadn't been lubed. 


The thrusts pushed Julian's shoulders into the wall, pressing his cheek against pornographic graffiti as he 
fought not to make a sound. He listened to Jack talk, telling him dirty things, kinky things, things that would 
probably send him to Hell if he believed in it. He listened and took Jack's cock into him as Jack threatened to 
make him walk out of the bar with his pants around his ankles, his ass still open from the fucking, and then 
Jack's voice grew raspy, breathy, letting Julian know that his lover was close to orgasm. He waited, trying not 


to whimper as he hoped that Jack would say he could come. 


Suddenly, Jack pulled out and after a moment, something hot spilled onto the top of Julian's ass and the 
bottom couple inches of his back But there was no permission, no hand on his cock to help him along.. Julian 
wasn't going to be allowed to come. He whimpered in protest, but all that happened was his pants got jerked up 
and fastened before he was pulled away from the wall, into Jack's arms. "Come on now, boy.. Time to go home," 
Jack growled into his ear as he slid a hand between Julian's thighs, fondling him through the denim of his jeans. 
"And if you're good.. Maybe I'll let you come. But | don't promise anything, you know that." 


Panting softly, Julian nodded and tried not to rub his crotch against Jack's palm. He knew what would happen if 
he disobeyed, if he tried to come before he had permission.. Jack's hand slid away from his groin and took 
Julian's hand, leading him out of the stall and to the bathroom door. Julian tried not to think about the 
stickiness he felt, since Jack hadn't cleaned him up and had just pulled his pants up over his come-streaked 
skin, his jeans clinging to the fluid. He wondered if his erection was visible and it probably was, considering that 
the jeans he had on were sort of tight, but not too tight, and he was very fucking hard. 


Jack led him through the bar, past all the people who stared at them and probably knew that they'd just 
fucked hard in the bathroom, but that Jack hadn't allowed Julian his own orgasm. Julian couldn't help it when 
he turned red as Jack's hand slid around his waist, cupping his ass. He just followed like a good boy and hoped 
like hell that a cab would pick them up soon so he could go home and find out what else Jack was going to do 
to him. 


